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From Saturday Nov. 18, to Saturday Nov. 25. 1704. 





The Fable of the Rat and the Moufe. 
A* old fubtil Rat, and acunning young Monfe, 


Usd to meet very often at one certain Honfe. 
Says the Rat tothe Monje, lf we two can agree, 
] will make it muci better for you and for me. 
Tis done, fays the Monje, I fhall gladly accord, 
Of your Friend/bips and Favours, I'm proud as a 
‘Lord: 
Tho I know it wou'd prove bur a fcurvy Difafer, 
If Pufs [how'd detett us in shied vier ter Mafter. 
Let that, crys the Rat, never trouble your Mind, 
But in all times of Danger, do you flink behind. 
You know I of lace, with a Courage and Grace, 
In the height of your Fears, ftar’d the Cat in the 
Face: 
But we ought tobe careful at this time of Day, 
That the People we wrong, put no Snares in our way. 
For the cunning’/t of Vermin in Traps may be taken, 
“And one Day pay Sauce for their Creefe and their 
Bacon. 





A Prologue {poke by Mr. Betterton at 
the New Theatre in Little Lincolns- 
Inn-Fields, to a new Farce nade by 


Mr. Roe, called, The Biter. 


OU, who in furious Fattions take a 
Know you are not to be regal'd to Night : 

Thefe Scenes do no one {paring Blow afford, . 
But Peace aud Mfoleration ts. the Word: 
No Side nor Man cn either fide ws Lit ; 
We jingle out no Courtier, Clown, or Cit ; : 
And if you're angry, ‘tis all wrong ; you're Lit. 
Nor let the well-bred Man of Parts and T afte, 
Look fharp for Dainties at a Country Feaft. 
Expett no fprightly Turns nor Language here ; 
But re/t contented with your homely Cheer : t 
‘Tus fuch‘as ve cowd get at Croydon Fair. 
Our Aten of Mirth have never been at Court, 
Where Beaux and Bell’s,and genteeler Wits refort; 
Bitcrs indeed, and of tke better yet 
To bare Kombafting, we may chance pretend, 
Or by the Chriftian Name, to cheat a Friend. 
Rut to fome happier Wit, we leave to tell 
Of thofe, who in the Biting moff excel : 
Fir that great \igrk, old Bards [hall rife again, 
And tke Cecalian Maids renew their lofty Strain. 
Let not a Rival Writer stir up Spite 
In you, who judge of Comedy or Wit ; 
For tho’ fond Parents on their Off-fpring dote, 
And e'ery Idiot Author loves the Brat he got ; 
Yer ours gives freely up bis petit piece, 
And {wears that yon may ufe it 4s you pleafe > 
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He «wns this only as a youthful Start, 
And jets no Claim unto the Comick Art. 
So when keen Patriots parfue the Chace, : 


Nay, fhow'd you take kis Drolling in good wth 


The {hi'ting States-man yields,and [ues for Grace, 
And to prejerve his Carcafs, quits hes place. 


— 
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A Riddle. 
O longer blame thofe on the Banks of Nile, 


If they Adore the rav'nous Crocadile : 
Nor think thofe Indians mad, who worfhip Apes, 
Serpents, and Idols in Juch monjtrous Shapes, 
Since all Adankind to me does Homage pay, 
More rav' nous far, and mre deform'd than they. 
To me their pureft Blood they facrifice, 
Tet all they te will ne er my Rage fuffice. 
Infants each Day within my Vanits expire, 
Aud Men oft perifh by ” Altar’s Fire. 
All rough I am, and hidecus tothe Light, 
Yet Man in me has plac'd his chief Delight : 
Enough of me he thinks he ne'er can feize, 
And yet the lefs 1 am, the more I pleafe. 
Calling my Jfelf deform'd, fure 1 miffake, 
Since 1 the chiefeft part of Beauty make. 
But 1, compos'd of Contradictions, am 7 
Th Original of Impudence and Shame : > 
Tis I that kindle, and then quench the Flame. 5 
I feel tke greateft Pleafure, greateft Pain ; 
When clofe/t cover’d, mojt expos’d to Rain. 
Of the meft fertile, I'm the only Field, 
T hat bear the lefs, the oft'ner I am till d. 
The lajt of Nature's wond'rous Works I an, 
Yet firt in Pow'r, and wonderful in Frame : 
For tho’ 1 feem but gentle, weak, and {mall, 
The Strongeft yield, Stoute/t before me fails : 
Of me th’ Extreams none reach, tho’ ne’er fo tall, 
My only Friend, my greateft Grief, and Foy, 
Oft jiabs me, and | him as oft deftrey. ¥ 
Between the Herculean Pillars 1 am (et, 
Where all Men have their Ne plus Ultra met. 
My Name ws hid, as 1 am from your Eyes ; 
Lf you ne'er find me om, Lil think yon Wife. 
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The Complaining Lover. 


peer not, my Dear; in what can I offend, 
That am your Lover, Servant, and your Friend ? 
Why do you give me Hopes, then oa we rave, 
And fev'n es Jultry Summers teaxe your Slave 2 
When one we find that proves too c ofe and warm, 
Infettion breeds, and dues whole Kingdoms | arm; 
Corrups Mankind, a dang’rqus Time creates, 
And plagues the Land with burning Heals and 
Sweets. | On 
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A Hymn to the HOG, by way of 

* Advertifement to thofe Gentlemen 
who Bait Monfters at Giants-Halls 

. being ‘a Second Part to the Baiting 
of the Montter. 


1 Ext time you-Bait Monjters, make fare of a 
IN fc = 3s < (Doz, 
Atrae Enelth Martiff, withont Chain-or Clog’, 
But (or frame of the World, think no more of 

: (your Hog. 
The Polisick Gts have fmell'd out the Defign, — 
They vow ke’s the Brood of the Gadarens Swine, 
That the Devil did enter feventeen Ages ago, 

And this makes kim Grant fo like Hell younmujt know. 

The Beat was by Satan Transform'd to a Beagle, 

To Hunt dorn Ranew,Newman, Houbland, and 
| (Deagle ; 

But be oven'd fo wide, that he fpoil’d the Defign, 

And dijcovr’d himfelf tobe Beclacbab’s Swine. 

The ret of the Hounds two pereciv’d by his Smell, 

That joul uzly Monjier was Litter’d in Hell, 

Which made t/ em turn Scent and upon him they fell. 

Rut a crajty old Hunt{man, that fray’d near the 

(Throne, 

Diverted the Beagles by throwing a Bone, 

And hinder’d the Cafe of tre Hog to go on. 

Since that tin.e,ive,Beaft is become an old Boar, 

Flas added muh Cra‘t to much Fury before, t 

And for adiie purpole, is ftill kept in ftore. 

Jay fome Guy of Warwick deliver the Land, 

And tw the Boar's Fury and Rage put a ftand, 

By giving his Head into Jack Ketch’s Hand. 
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On Mrs. Waller, a young Lady, at 
Northall Wels, in Hartfordfbire. 


Ox'd Lin Wallar’s, Numbers, Waller praife, 

“Her Fame {howd live in never-dying Lays. 
Love in thofe Eyes fo alfolutely reigns, 
Here Slaves by Loice, nor wifh to quit our Chains. 
Vain of our Wounds, and proud to be undone, 
ie non'd net from the glories Ruin rua. 
Wien fhe in time fhail Sunderland vmt-fhine, 
Shel make this Place and all our Verfe Divine. 
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A Blackamore Maid“Wooing a Fair 
Boy. 


VW 7 HY, lovely Bay, why fix? thou me, 
That languifh in thefe Fiames for thee ¢ 

lm Bleck, “M3 irae, why, fois Night, 

And Love docs in dark Shades delight. 

Tice wiule World, do tt clofe thine Eye, 

t1/l feem to tice as Black asd; 

Or opt, and fee what a Black Shade 

Is ly thine own fair Body made, 

That fllaxs thee whire eer you £0, 

O who allow d, wouid nor do jof 

Let mec for ever dwell fo nigh, 

Ard 14.08 feats necd #0 other Shade than j. 
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ihe Doy’s Anfwer to the Blackamore 


Maid. 


Lack Afaid, complain net that J fy, 
) Since Fate commands AAntipathy: 
Pridigions Afight that Union prove, 
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Where Night and Day together move ; 
And the Conjunttion 0° our Lips, 

Not Kiffes make, but an Eclipfe ; 

In which the mixed Black and White 
Pretend more Terror than Delight. 
Yer, if my Shadow thou wilt be, 
Enjoy the deare/t Wifh ; but fee 
Thoutake my Stadow’s Property, 


- That hdfies aw AY when I come nigh : 
 Elfe ftay ‘rill Death hath blinded me, 


And then I will bequeath my felf to tiee. 


a 
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We hear that Appartments are preparing at 
St. James's for his Royal Highnefs, Wiliam 
Frederick, Prince of Pruffia, and Grandfon to 
the Princefs Sophia, who accompanies his 
Grace the Duke of AZarlborough to England. 
Several German.Princes, and Mafters Eminent 
for Vocal and Inftrumental Mufick, attend 
his Royal Highnefs to this Kingdom. 

Laft Wednefday the 22d Inftant, being St. 
Cecilia’s Day, at Wincheffer, was performed a 
Confort of Vocal and Inftramental Mutick, 
compofed by Mr. Valentine Richardfon, Orga- 
nift there. Mr. ts Shore, the Famous Trum= 
peter, and Mr. Elford, were fent for down by 
the Gentlemen of the Country. The whole 
Performance was very fatisfactory, and recei- 
vel with the general Applaute of the Audi- 
ence. 

Tins Day at the Theatre in Little Lincolns- 
Inn-Fields, by the Defire of feveral Perfons of 
Quality, 1s reprefented the Tragedy of Othello 
Moore of Fenice. The Part of Othello aéted 
by Mr. Betterton. 

At the Theatre Royal in Drary-Lane, will 
be alfo acted a Play, called, Henry the Fourth, 
with the Humours of Sir Fohn Faljfaff. The 
Part of Sur John Falfaff, is to be played by 
Mr. Effcourt. 

There ts now fetting to Mufick an Ode up- 
on the Great Succefs of her Majefty’s Forces by 
Land and Sea, by two Eminent Mafters. 
This Entertainment will be ready about the 
time that the Prince Royal of Pruffia, and his 
Grace the Duke of A4arlborongh, arrive here 
from Holland. 


Advertifements. 

*|* Wilder’s Mock-Trumpets, which have been 
fo well appov’d of by the greateft Mufick-Ma- 
fiers in England, and allow’d to imitate the Real 
Trumpet almoft to Perfection, are Sold at moft 
Mufick-fhops in London, 

The taid Wilder does evey Day, from o *till rr 
of theClock in the Morning, teach ( feveral Gen- 
tlemen to found firft and fecond Trebles by Book 
fo exact, that it is difficult to dillinguifh them 
from real Trumpets) privately at his own Lodgings 
at the Golden Horfe-Shoe in Blewe Ball Court, in 
Sal i/bury-Square,Fleet-Stree t,where any Mufick-fhop 
in England may be furnifhed with Mock-Trum- 
pets Wholefale very reafonably. 

__*4* Friday next, being the 1f of Dec. will ba 
fold a Choice Collection of Vocal and Inftrumen- 
tal Mufick in Italian, French, and En lifh, Com- 
poled by feveral Great Matfiers, (the healicn Mu- 
lick being moft of them Originals) with a Cato- 
logue given Gratis; in which are the loweft Prizes 
of every Book and Set. This being the Collection 
of a Great Matter, who has left the Land. They 
are difpofed of by Henry Playford, at his Shop in 
the Temple Fachange, Fleet-Street. 

ei On the fame Day will be Publithed Apollo’s 
Fey 6 3 OF Wit's Entertainment, the fecond E.ition. 
sold by B. Bragg: Price Bound 15. 64, 
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at the Blue Pall in Avemary-Lane. 1704. 








